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Lily With Variegated Leaves by Roger Thornton, Cleveland Museum 


The Cameo 
Edna St. Vincent Millay. 
from The New Republic - August 22, 1928 


Forever over now, forever, forever gone 

That day. Clear and diminished like a scene 

Carven in cameo, the lighthouse, and the cove between 
The sandy cliffs, and the boat drawn up on the beach; 
And the long skirt of a lady innocent and young, 

Her hand resting on her bosom, her head hung; 

And the figure of a man in earnest speech. 


Clear and diminished like a scene cut in cameo 


The lighthouse, and the boat on the beach, and the two shapes 

Of the woman and the man; lost like the lost day 

Are the words that passed, and the pain; discarded, cut away 

From the stone, as from the memory the heat of the tears escapes. 

O troubled forms, O early love unfortunate and hard, 

Time has estranged you into a jewel cold and pure; 

From the action of the waves and from the action of sorrow forever secure, 
White against a ruddy cliff you stand, chalcedony on sard. 


EMPTY BARN, DEAD FARM 
by Malcolm Cowley 
from Poetry - Nov 1926 


Houses are incidents, barns four-square and real 
with doors to swallow a wagonload of wheat, 
with empty windows to let the pigeons in. 


They used to speak of Elliot’s barn-floor 

as clean enough to eat your dinner off it. 
He was a hard man, careful of his stock, 

proud of his farm. 


The last week in July they threshed his wheat 
behind the barn. Upstairs in the pink bedroom 
in the four-post bed, under the flowered and quilted 
coverlet, old Elliot lay dying. 
— Move 
the bed closer to the window. Prop 
my head with pillows. Raise it higher. Go. 
My back aches. | feel tired, dead tired. 
| want to see the farm. 


The square back of the barn hid most of it. 

He heard the roar of straw in the separator, 
when belts ran slack the chut-chut of the tractor, 
saw nothing, only the jutting end of the stacker 
and straw that fell in a river from its tip 

straw falling as water falls, 

chaff in a yellow mist. 


His eyes were colored like new straw, and damp 
he wiped them with a corner of the sheet, 

then saw his stubble fields beyond the barn, 
farther the green of month-old buckwheat, farther 
his woodlot ending in a misty line. 


It touched the house, almost, and hid the fields 
the time he drove here first, in a new wagon 
proud of his new wife, fifty years ago. 


She dressed in printed cotton. 
They owned a stumpy clearing 
ten acres, pine, a cabin 

empty and windowless, no barn. 


He hitched the horses to a chestnut root 

and took a double handful of black loam, 

sifted it through his fingers slowly, fetched 

his axe from under the wagon-seat and chopped 
the tallest of the pines. 


He was a hard man, and he made the farm, 
working into the dusk to clear his fields, 
Sparing nobody, careful of his horses, 
slowly buying more land as prices rose. 


Next spring he’d plow the valley fields for corn 
and hills for clover to keep the soil from washing. 
Hogs to fatten. Corn would be going higher. 


He suddenly understood that he should do 
nothing of the sort, that corn and clover 
would grow by natural laws and harvest come 
without his supervising. 


—Bob will have it all. 

Bob is flighty. 

He’ll tear up everything to suit himself. 
He'll finish nothing. 

Bob is lazy. 

The farm will go to sticks. 


He saw the fields and felt that he was wrong. 


—Bob is like the other Elliots. 

He will settle down: 

The farm is sironger than all the Elliots. 

The farm will keep on growing and me dead. 


—Tell him to buy a tedder. The barn needs shingled. 
He heard the dinner-bell. 


The tractor grumbled a moment. 
The belt creaked and was still. 


And suddenly old Elliot was seized 

with an immediate fury to destroy 

all, to starve the cattle in their stalls, 

to fire the woodlot, mow the buckwheat green, 
plant corn along the hillsides, so the storms 

would wash away the soil, and so this farm 

which he created with his living hands 

by two dead hands might be destroyed. He prayed 


—Christ, O merciful Christ, to give me strength. 
There’s matches on the mantelpiece, the straw 
is dry as powder. 


He strained upward, clenched his chalky hands 
as if they held the farm. His face went white. 
His head fell slowly back upon the pillow 
which Annie had embroidered with an E 

in purple cotton, and she brought it out 

only for special occasions. People said 

she was a grand good housewife, Simon was 
a hard man, wealthy but a poor provider, 
rough and blaspheming, only loved his land. 
Pity the wicked. Empty barn, dead farm. 

The way he was taken off it was a judgment. 


THE GOD 

by H. D. 

from the IA etext of 
Collected Poems 


| ASKED of your face: 

is it dark, 

set beneath heavy locks, 
circled with stiff ivy-fruit, 
clear, 

cut with great hammer-stroke, 
brow, nose and mouth, 
mysterious and far distant 
from my sense. 

| asked: 

can he from his portals of ebony 
carved with grapes, 

turn toward the earth? 

| even spoke this blasphemy 


in my thoughts 


the earth is evil, 
given over to evil, 
we are lost. 


I 

And in a moment 

you have altered this; 
beneath my feet, the rocks 
have no weight 

against the rush of cyclamen, 
fire-tipped, ivory-pointed, 
white ; 

beneath my feet the flat rocks 
have no strength 

against the deep purple flower-embers, 
cyclamen, wine spilled. 


HII 

As | stood among the bare rocks 
where salt lay, 

peeled and flaked 

in its white drift, 

| thought | would be the last 
you would want, 

| thought | would but scatter salt 
on the ripe grapes. 

| thought the vine-leaves 

would curl under, 

leaf and leaf-point 

at my touch, 

the yellow and green grapes 
would have dropped, 

my very glance must shatter 
the purple fruit. 

| had drawn away into the salt, 
myself, a shell 

emptied of life. 


IV 

| pluck the cyclamen, 

red by wine-red, 

and place the petals’ 

stiff ivory and bright fire 

against my flesh; 

now | am powerless 

to draw back 

for the sea is cyclamen-purple, 
cylamen-red, colour of the last grapes, 


colour of the purple of the flowers, 
cyclamen-coloured and dark. 


Old Timers 


by Carl Sandburg 
from Collected Poems 


lam an ancient reluctant conscript. 

On the soup wagons of Xerxes | was a cleaner of 
pans. 

On the head; march of Miltiades’ phalanx | had a haft and 
| had a bristling gleaming spear-handle. 

Red-headed Caesar picked me for a teamster. 

He said, ‘Go to work, you Tuscan bastard, 

Rome calls for a man who can drive horses.’ 

The units of conquest led by Charles the Twelfth, 
The whirling whimsical Napoleonic columns: 

They saw me one of the horseshoers. 

| trimmed the feet of a white horse Bonaparte swept 
the night stars with. 

Lincoln said, ‘Get into the game; your nation takes 
you.’ 

And | drove a wagon and team and | had my arm 
shot off 

At Spotsylvania Court House. 

lam an ancient reluctant conscript. 


Preludes 
Project Gutenberg's 
Prufrock and Other Observations, by T. S. Eliot 


The winter evening settles down 
With smell of steaks in passageways. 
Six o'clock. 

The burnt-out ends of smoky days. 
And now a gusty shower wraps 

The grimy scraps 

Of withered leaves about your feet 
And newspapers from vacant lots; 
The showers beat 

On broken blinds and chimney-pots, 
And at the corner of the street 


A lonely cab-horse steams and stamps. 
And then the lighting of the lamps. 


The morning comes to consciousness 
Of faint stale smells of beer 

From the sawdust-trampled street 
With all its muddy feet that press 

To early coffee-stands. 

With the other masquerades 

That time resumes, 

One thinks of all the hands 

That are raising dingy shades 

In a thousand furnished rooms. 


You tossed a blanket from the bed, 

You lay upon your back, and waited; 

You dozed, and watched the night revealing 
The thousand sordid images 

Of which your soul was constituted; 

They flickered against the ceiling. 

And when all the world came back 

And the light crept up between the shutters, 
And you heard the sparrows in the gutters, 
You had such a vision of the street 

As the street hardly understands; 

Sitting along the bed's edge, where 

You curled the papers from your hair, 

Or clasped the yellow soles of feet 

In the palms of both soiled hands. 


IV 


His soul stretched tight across the skies 
That fade behind a city block, 

Or trampled by insistent feet 

At four and five and six o'clock 

And short square fingers stuffing pipes, 
And evening newspapers, and eyes 
Assured of certain certainties, 

The conscience of a blackened street 
Impatient to assume the world. 

lam moved by fancies that are curled 
Around these images, and cling: 


The notion of some infinitely gentle 

Infinitely suffering thing. 

Wipe your hand across your mouth, and laugh; 
The worlds revolve like ancient women 
Gathering fuel in vacant lots. 


XIV 

by Elizabeth Barrett Browning 
The Project Gutenberg eBook, 
Sonnets from the Portuguese 


If thou must love me, let it be for nought 
Except for love’s sake only. Do not say 

“| love her for her smile—her look—her way 

Of speaking gently,—for a trick of thought 
That falls in well with mine, and certes brought 
A sense of pleasant ease on such a day”— 

For these things in themselves, Belovéd, may 
Be changed, or change for thee,—and love, so wrought, 
May be unwrought so. Neither love me for 
Thine own dear pity’s wiping my cheeks dry,— 
A creature might forget to weep, who bore 

Thy comfort long, and lose thy love thereby! 
But love me for love’s sake, that evermore 
Thou may’st love on, through love’s eternity. 


A CAMEO 

by Algernon Charles Swinburne 
The Project Gutenberg EBook of 
Poems & Ballads (First Series) 


There was a graven image of Desire 
Painted with red blood on a ground of gold 
Passing between the young men and the old, 

And by him Pain, whose body shone like fire, 

And Pleasure with gaunt hands that grasped their hire. 
Of his left wrist, with fingers clenched and cold, 
The insatiable Satiety kept hold, 

Walking with feet unshod that pashed the mire. 

The senses and the sorrows and the sins, 

And the strange loves that suck the breasts of Hate 
Till lips and teeth bite in their sharp indenture, 
Followed like beasts with flap of wings and fins. 

Death stood aloof behind a gaping grate, 


Upon whose lock was written _Peradventure_. 


JOHN L. SULLIVAN, THE STRONG BOY OF BOSTON 
by Vachel Lindsay 

The Project Gutenberg eBook of 

The golden whales of California 


Inscribed to Louis Untermeyer and Robert Frost 


When | was nine years old, in 1889 

| sent my love a lacy Valentine. 

Suffering boys were dressed like Fauntleroys, 
While Judge and Puck in giant humor vied. 
The Gibson Girl came shining like a bride 

To spoil the cult of Tennyson’s Elaine. 

Louisa Alcott was my gentle guide.... 

Then ... 

| heard a battle trumpet sound. 

Nigh New Orleans 

Upon an emerald plain 

John L. Sullivan 

The strong boy 

Of Boston 

Fought seventy-five red rounds with Jake Kilrain. 


In simple sheltered 1889 

Nick Carter | would piously deride. 

Over the Elsie Books | moped and sighed. 

St. Nicholas Magazine was all my pride, 

While coarser boys on cellar doors would slide. 
The grown ups bought refinement by the pound. 
Rogers groups had not been told to hide. 

E. P. Roe had just begun to wane. 

Howells was rising, surely to attain! 

The nation for a jamboree was gowned:-- 

Her hundredth year of roaring freedom crowned. 
The British Lion ran and hid from Blaine 

The razzle-dazzle hip-hurrah from Maine. 

The mocking bird was singing in the lane.... 

Yet ... 

“East side, west side, all around the town 

The tots sang: ‘Ring a rosie--’ 

‘London Bridge is falling down.’” 

And ... 

John L. Sullivan 


The strong boy 
Of Boston 
Broke every single rib of Jake Kilrain. 


In dear provincial 1889, 

Barnum’s bears and tigers could astound. 
Ingersoll was called a most vile hound, 

And named with Satan, Judas, Thomas Paine! 
Robert Elsmere riled the pious brain. 

Phillips Brooks for heresy was fried. 

Boston Brahmins patronized Mark Twain. 

The base ball rules were changed. That was a gain. 
Pop Anson was our darling, pet and pride. 
Native sons in Irish votes were drowned. 
Tammany once more escaped its chain. 
Once more each raw saloon was raising Cain. 
The mocking bird was singing in the lane.... 
Yet ... 

“East side, west side, all around the town 
The tots sang: ‘Ring a rosie’ 

‘London Bridge is falling down.’” 

And ... 

John L. Sullivan 

The strong boy 

Of Boston 

Finished the ring career of Jake Kilrain. 


In mystic, ancient 1889, 

Wilson with pure learning was allied. 

Roosevelt gave forth a chirping sound. 

Stanley found old Emin and his train. 

Stout explorers sought the pole in vain. 

To dream of flying proved a man insane. 

The newly rich were bathing in champagne. 
Van Bibber Davis, at a single bound 

Displayed himself, and simpering glory found. 
John J. Ingalls, like a lonely crane 

Swore and swore, and stalked the Kansas plain. 
The Cronin murder was the ages’ stain. 
Johnstown was flooded, and the whole world cried. 
We heard not of Louvain nor of Lorraine, 

Or a million heroes for their freedom slain. 

Of Armageddon and the world’s birth-pain-- 
The League of Nations, and the world one posy. 
We _thought_ the world would loaf and sprawl and mosey. 
The gods of Yap and Swat were sweetly dozy. 
We _thought_ the far off gods of Chow had died. 
The mocking bird was singing in the lane.... 

Yet ... 

“East side, west side, all around the town 


The tots sang: ‘Ring a rosie’ 

‘LONDON BRIDGE IS FALLING DOWN.’” 
And ... 

John L. Sullivan knocked out Jake Kilrain. 


No Tycoon 
by Jack Pullman 
from Hollywood Hillbilly Music 


| didn't have to be a tycoon 

Diamond rings don't mean a thing to you 

You said just to be kind and share with you my mind 
and then all our love would be true, would be true 
and then all our love would be true 


| turned my back on your love 

Yes, | turned my back on your love 

| opened up my eyes and then to my surprise 
There's blood on your wing my turtledove, turtledove 
there's blood on your wing my turtledove 


Tell all of my friends that | gone home 

Tell my sweetheart not to mourn 

I'm back in the sand and my pony won't stand 
and I'm hard out of luck once again, once again 
and I'm hard out of luck once again 


So farewell oh world farewell 

Don't play for me no funeral bells 

For I've run my run and I've had a little too much fun 
and I've changed my address to the bottom of a well 
you can find me at the bottom of a well 


| SHALL NOT DIE FOR YOU 

by Padraic Colum 

from The Project Gutenberg EBook of 
Eyes of Youth, by Various 

(From the Irish) 


O woman, shapely as the swan, 
On your account | shall not die. 
The men you've slain--a trivial clan-- 
Were less than I. 


| ask me shall | die for these: 


For blossom-teeth and scarlet lips? 
And shall that delicate swan-shape 
Bring me eclipse? 


Well shaped the breasts and smooth the skin, 
The cheeks are fair, the tresses free; 

And yet | shall not suffer death, 
God over me. 


Those even brows, that hair like gold, 
Those languorous tones, that virgin way; 

The flowing limbs, the rounded heel 
Slight men betray. 


Thy spirit keen through radiant mien, 
Thy shining throat and smiling eye, 
Thy little palm, thy side like foam-- 
| cannot die. 


O woman, shapely as the swan, 

In a cunning house hard-reared was |; 
O bosom white, O well-shaped palm, 

| shall not die. 


TE DEUM 

by NEKRASOF. 

from The Project Gutenberg eBook of 
Rhymes from the Russian 

Edited by John Pollen 


In our village there’s cold and there’s hunger; 
Through the mist the sad morn rises chill; 
Tolls the bell--the parishioners calling 
From afar to the church on the hill; 
Austere and severe and commanding 
Pealed that dull tone thro’ the air. 
| spent in the church that wet morning; 
| can never forget the scene there. 
For there knelt the village hamlet, 
Young and old in a weeping crowd; 
To be saved from the grievous famine 
The people prayed aloud. 
Such woe | had seldom witnessed, 
Such agony of prayer, 
And unconsciously | murmured, 


“O God, the people spare!” 


* * * * * 


“Spare their friends, too, in Thy mercy! 
Oh, hear our heartfelt cry! 
For those who strove to free the serf 
We lift the prayer on high; 
For those who bore the battle’s brunt 
And lived to win the day, 
For those who've heard the serf’s last song, 
To Thee, O God, we pray.” 


Song 

by Thomas Parnell 

from The Project Gutenberg eBook of 

The Oxford Book of English Verse; 1250-1900, 
Edited by Arthur Thomas Quiller-Couch 


When thy beauty appears 
In its graces and airs 
All bright as an angel new dropp’d from the sky, 
At distance | gaze and am awed by my fears: 
So strangely you dazzle my eye! 


But when without art 
Your kind thoughts you impart, 

When your love runs in blushes through every vein; 

When it darts from your eyes, when it pants in your heart, 
Then | know you’re a woman again. 


There’s a passion and pride 
In our sex (she replied), 
And thus, might | gratify both, | would do: 
Still an angel appear to each lover beside, 
But still be a woman to you. 


3 Chords & the Truth 
by Frank B. Ford 
https://archive.org/details/fof_ 3chords 1_ 


Howard, who co- 
wrote | Fall to Pieces, 
describing Country Music. 


But how can that be so? 
You need multitudinous chords 
& at least a Master’s degree. 


Sophistication uncovers truth. 
Ambiguity, all that good, 
complicated, shit, no? 


https://archive.org/details/foford_koreanpatrol/mode/1lup 


Korean Patrol 
by Frank B. Ford 


They drift back of me 

as do the sparse trees, 

blue on charcoal. 

I'm at their lead, 

dark bones in cast-off clothes 
as the moon finds three brass 
chevrons on my streaming cap. 


A face sketched lime, 

with wide salt eyes, I'm 

a drowned man in this slow wind 
sea that carries moon and brush, 
floats ashen, apparitional light 
to trailing gray eyes who blotch 
together as | wave and darken. 
And | am twenty. 


Twenty years old 
among bushes of ink 
and the floating ~ 

men of my patrol whose 
seashell ears roar ~ 

at silence. 


Twenty when facing 
the quick phosphor line 
of the Chinese patrol 


Twenty when | fear the best 


and twist my cheek for irony, 
a way to put a face on. 


And those behind. Do they 

come from Texas, Boston, on and on? 
Did they jitterbug before the blood? 
Which movie did you see? 


Will they breathe eloquently 
the widest reason to die? 


Which movie did you see? The one 
shaking out to leave a 
blur-faced man, mouth 0'd? 


Pores cratering 

a tearing face 

before the screen rips, 
murdering the nerves. 


In my own war movie 

| and he wave, just wave, 

no apotheosis of the butcher 
after all the butchery, nor 
light bubbling througn mud 
like reflected Christmas bulbs. 


And we both go back 
in order to report 
"No contact,” 

the only lie 

we understand, 

the one | own but 
cannot have. 


Something tells me he is near 

and near the moment never 
understood-- to understand a moment 
and not be forced to turn that screw 
into my cheek and swear, 


a moment 

when the curve 

of a windowlit shoulder 
is fragrance 

of rain 

or snow whirled 
streetlamps and 

|, drunk, sang. 


Recalling in the spectral slog 
of our patrol a yellow-wet 
world gone soft 


shoulder on fall-lit 
incense of rainair... 


and there had been 
beer freezing the lips, 
the lengthening pools 
of roads under leaves, 
wind exploding us 

as we drove. 


But now it's seconds before blur, 
the soaking shock, the soar. 
Time to remember to forget 

SO many unweighed moments, 


so many things from books. 
We meet on a rise, 
a milky cloud for light, 


and | see that orange hand 
coming. up | 

in the gray solidity of that 
half second, the blank 

in his eyes 

like a screen fled of color. 


Spring, 1973 
Delaware Literary Review 


Two poems from The Circle 
Auburn State Univ 
https://archive.org/details/1994-fall-circle_202209/mode/1lup 


smudges 
Jay Pogonis 


memory — a window 

bears upon its pane 

the impish nose-smears 

and fingerprints of me — 
blotches of other me’s 
scrawled upon the window — 


| watch the countryside 

flicker past the train-window— 
(it seemed to pass too fast: 
plasticized by the scratched 
plexiglass portal, did you 

feel the wind | didn’t feel 

the wind but | smelled the 
window but | saw the trees 

saw the homes saw the children 
smelled the window but | didn’t 
feel the wind | didn’t feel 

| didn’t feel | didn’t dream 

Iwas they were there | know) 


the station screams 
until it swallows 

my window 

and the balding man — 
with the blackleather 
briefcase — 

with the blackplastic 
glasses / 


smears and smudges 

all over them/ 

stares from my seat 

at me on the platform— 
unsheathes his 

lace-edged silken handkerchief 
and cleans the smudged glass 
folds it appropriately away 
and begins to peruse 

his newspaper — frowns 

at his blacksmeared 

hands —/jumping at the 
lonely train-howl 


| look at my hands 

stare at the oil leaking 
invisibly from my fingers — 
a quick brush on my pants 
to erase the memory — 


midnight requiem 


by 
Van Muse 


| assured moon last night 


that my anxiety 


would not interfere with our 
nightly game 


playing tag 
through 4 a.m. city 


jumping from streetcar to streetcar 
| want silence 


He wants sex 


We want peaches 
with rich cream 
curdling 


in sickly light 


| trail him in sky 
like a monster-kite 
watching patient 
and sublime 


| douse my body in kerosene 
forging benign phoenix 
in supermarket aisles 


as He 

activates 

silent eye 

of automatic door 


We: 

stuff potatoes in our armpits 
rolling refried bean cans 

in our invasion of aisle nine 
our fun will end 
perchedbesideemptybottles 
a honky-tonk refuge 


tonight, | am the astronaut 
You are meteor 


a vampire burning in morning sun 


poetry from 
https://archive.org/details/argus1988nort/mode/1lup 
Vol 1988: Argus 

by Northwestern State University 

Publication date 1988 


Is it all lost (for Toby) 
by Madelyn Boudreaux 


"Where do we go from here?" 
oh!— what a concept! 


at night strange scents 

drift in on the country 

winds 

we could discuss the questions 


half a day and never know more 
than aesthetics 


but the light is dimming 
and i've been so far 
from my soul 


(6 years i've been searching and 
turning up only dust) 

But i still don't know 

what's beyond here— 

where are we headed 

(into a whirling black hole) 

the world— 


amazingly— 

keeps spinning 

despite humour in kentucky 
and murder in london 


how is it so immune 

to tragedy? 

if the entire population of the eastern hemisphere 
were to jump at the exact same instant, would the 
earth be thrown out of orbit? 


it knows only gravity 
and its lonely Luna— 


the entire population of the eastern hemisphere 
would get a little exercise. . . 
in the afternoons 


faerie forms flit 


just out of focus- 
lost generations have few cares 
and no desires. 


Eastern Comfort 
by Sean Michaelson 


Suddenly hit by 
A fractured mood, 


| make tea, with brown sugar, 
From a potluck bag of flavors. 


Sipping it slowly, 
| close my eyes, 


And the molten warmth 
Cements together 
The sawblade edges of my frazzled mind. 


(2nd prize winner in poetry contest) 


My Heart Holds A Secret 

by Becky Stewart 

Microcosm is the student literary magazine published 
by the Humanities Division. Fall, 1981, v.9, 
Copiah-Lincoln [Mississippi] Junior College 


https://archive.org/details/microcosmfall09unse 


If you looked into my diary 

You wouldn't find it there. 

There'd be only tear-stained gapes 
And vows that | did not care. 


If you looked through all my papers 
You'd find nothing at all, 

‘Cause the pages that you're looking for, 
Where lost, | don't recall. 


If you had looked into my eyes 


You would have found it there. 
The moment for that came much too late 
And now these eyes are bare. 


The time has passed for you to know 
My love as it was then. 

My heart holds its secret well. 

And I? | must pretend. 


JUST DON'T LET THE CHILDREN 
SEE YOU CRY 


By: Rikia Ancar 
https://archive.org/details/Argus2013/page/n23/mode/1lup 


Vol 2013: Argus 
by Northwestern State University 


They say after you've taken the plunge 
and hit pitfalls wrapped in a gold band 
they send you off in pelted rice 

to fists, flares, and hot grits. 


Don't let the children see you cry. 
No one is there to shield virgin ears, 
soothe absences-they die of excitement each time. 


Cyclic, without warning, resurgent 
passion, burning from a cigarette, 
ashes scattering hope, sprinkling despair. 


Run cool water on the circular singe, 
find the little diamond that won you and 
march on-the others will say, through whispers. 


Don't let the children see you cry. 


Paint their lives Disney blue, conceal the black. 
Study the Michelangelos of wifely-sainthood. 
Be the Mona Lisa of pristine duty. 


Hush that whining and fix that man a plate 
Nana says, perpetually 1920s. 


Just don't let the children see you cry- 
Dashing enchantment of the giant 

who stomps in, doling out affection, 
patching wounds to keep the United Front. 


As doors creak closed, bedtime prayers released 
choices unveiled: intimacy as Raggedy Ann, 
dumping ground for atrocities against Black Men. 


He won't make my girls cry molding into 
punching bags, mats on the back porch 
for an alluring, charcoal man. 


No marching orders to make my son tyrannical, 
blistering knuckles, bellowing throat, stomping 
out the worth of a woman — squeeze into a glass 
gulp down at breakfast, parched for more. 


Tonight, the children will partake in tears 
your eye too plump, blackened 
throat quivering in hushed silence. 


The bag you packed last week. 
The children — one asleep, two dripping 
onto nightgowns — escaping in murky night. 


Lord have mercy, they saw me cry. 


Witnessed my strife, iniquity — 
lurking, shaded in night too afraid. 


Too alienated to walk out with raised noses. 
We drove in our night cottons and chiffons, 
took the old Ford past familiar places 
of oppression, hushed cries, hot grits. 


| let them see me cry, this one time, 
so | wouldn't be the villain who 
tarnished precious Daddy, left to rust. 


| hurt too long, waited too long, died once too many. 


VINT 
By: Kristen Hadley 


she is up to her elbows in soapsuds when he kisses her on the 
mouth and works his fingers into the knot at her neck, she says, 
"i stopped doing the housework in heels, it's not 1950." 

she curls her dirty toes against the tile floor and leaves a long 
red lipstick streak across his cheek, a glasgow smile, her hands 
are wet against the small of his back; his hands are hot against 
the hollow of her shoulder blade, "i can put them back on," she 


says, "if you want me to," but her elbows are in the soapsuds 
again and he's laughing about the dishes and the way her 
mascara runs when they touch and touch and touch. 


HOW TO FEEL 
By: Betsy Loyed 


Everyone thinks that my 
drinking is funny 
that | am also amused by my own 


personality that I'm just a young 
kid playing like everyone else. 
What they don't realize 


that this is my genuine escape. 
| can do anything, be anything, 
| have the power to be 


person | want to be without fear 
of mocking or rejection or stress. 
This condition is my 


catalyst other than negative feelings 
or actions, other than drugs or other 
enabling items that give me my 


excuse to be my happy, unworried, 
true and complete self. 
Vodka, tequila, and whiskey-my 


to start the sprint that relieves me 
of my burdens, of my obligations 
of the things that people expect that 


can't fulfill, that | can't bear to 
shoulder any longer. To 
these people, how | 


doesn't mean a damn thing. 
| am just a pawn in their chess 
game, a piece that doesn't mean 


drunk 
is 

the 
only 


real 
way 
feel 
anything. 
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THREE NIGHTS HAVE | 
by Stephanie Healey, '57 


Cloud nights are the gray fog 
and rain nights... 


With stinging, curling mists. 


Unearthly, mystical people and 
animals 


dance and cavort, and run with 
sudden fright — 


away from the glimmering golden 
streetlight. 


Star nights are the crisp, exuberant 
nights, 


with sharply defined shadows, and 
glittering noises, and dancing lights 
wheeling around the sky, caught for 

a while as ornaments on the obsidian 
trees, that crackle in the glacial breeze. 


Moon nights are the silver nights, when 
all is filled -with a soft blue light. 


Ghost people walk through phlox-filled 
gardens that froth with glistening 
white petals, 


while the twinkling leaves of white 
birch trees reflect their silver songs, 
and the moon swoops above the cavorting 


meadows. 


THOUGHTS 
by Ginny Brown, ’57 


There is a leaf that 
Clings to a vine outside 
A window. 


The rains spatter it, 
The wind blows it, 
The sun warms it, 


And the frost kills it. 
Is life like that leaf : 


Does it cling to a vine 
With grasping tentacles, 


Absorbing all it can from 
The roots until it is forced 
By the cruel elements of the 
World to wither and die? 


Have you seen a leaf tossed around by the 
Wind? 


Have you seen a life raked into a heap and 
Burned with the rest? 
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